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One 


Author's Notes: 
Yes, this is a repost.. | tweaked it very slightly- it\'s barely noticeable- and | apologise in advance for the 
fluffiness. As of yet, | haven\'t managed to write \‘steamy\: Zep-slash..| don\'t know why, but all | can spew 


out is fluff when it comes down to these two! 


My eyes ran over his delicate features, over his thin, fine nose, his dark chocolate eyes, lingering on his silken 
lips. | let my gaze follow the gentle curve of his jaw, chiselled enough, but not sharp. | could hear him tinkering 
on his guitar in the background, fiddling with some riff he'd come up with. Wearing jeans and one of his 
ridiculous Farmer Giles shirts, complete with elbow patches and all, with his glossy charcoal-coloured hair 


continuously falling into his face, he was gorgeous. 
"When are you going to stop staring at me?" 


| snapped myself out of the trance | was in, and lifted my eyes up to meet his. He was sat with his right leg 


thrown across his left, guitar balanced precariously on his knee, hair falling into his eyes. 


"l- | wasn't staring.. -| was writing..." 


He lifted a delicate eyebrow at me, a little smirk playing over his lips as he laughed at my pathetic excuse to 


cover up my tracks. 

"Robert, you're holding that notepad upside down, and you don't have a pen" 

| opened my mouth to protest, to dig the hole even deeper, when he interjected once more. 
"And no, you don't have a pencil either" 


| closed my mouth, pursing my lips together into a pout, before turning my notepad the right way round and 


scanning the room for a pen of some sort. Bloody Jimmy... 

| felt a weight sink in next to me on the sofa, and | glanced over to see Jimmy holding out a pencil for me. | 
took it without saying a word, turning my eyes back to the blank page of my notepad. With a light laugh, 
Jimmy daintily pinched the notepad from me, placing it on the table in front of us. 


"Come on now.. What's up with you? You're acting rather odd...” 


| looked over at him sceptically, taking in his playful countenance and dancing dark eyes. | shrugged, reaching 
out for the notepad again, only to have my hand slapped at by Jimmy. 


"-Stop being an arsehole. Now, what's wrong?" 

| sighed, rolling my eyes and crossing my hands across my chest, sulking like a spoilt child. If he didn't know 
what was wrong, then | didn't think he deserved to know. | let my eyes drift around the room, just needing to 
look away from him and his superior smirk. My eyes wandered lazily about the room, taking in the messy t- 
shirts piled in the corner, the guitar leant dangerously against the armchair Jimmy had been sitting in, the 
unmade bed we shared. 

"Percy..." 

His voice was low and gentle. Damn his lovely voice. Stupid, irritating Jimmy.. 

"You think I've forgotten, don't you?" 

| turned to look at him, seeing the smile on his face. 


"What?" 


"You think I've forgotten our anniversary, don't you?" 


"-But you have!" 

| couldn't help a whine from creeping into my tone of voice, showing my indignity at his collected exterior and 
relaxed attitude. How could he forget? I'd been banging on about it for god knows how long- and not like | 
should have had to remind him anyway! It was our one-year anniversary after all, the stupid prat... 

Jimmy shook his head a little, still smiling gently. He leant over to try and kiss me, but | turned my head away 
from him, still moping. He gave my knee an affectionate little pat with a shake of his head. His hair swished 
around his face and a couple of stray strands fell over his eyes. He pushed them away with a light, swift 
movement, chuckling lightly, obviously unfazed by my moodiness. 

"My, you are such a moody little brat." 

| turned to gawk at him. -How dare he! 

He got up from the sofa, picking his way daintily across the room to his cupboard. he reached inside, pulling 
out a little box before turning and sauntering back to me. Placing the box in my hand, he looked up at me 
expectantly. 

"Go on- open it" 

Glancing at him quickly, | carefully opened up the box and pulled out a silver chain with a key dangling off it. 
"Happy anniversary darling." 


| tried to refrain from my mouth dropping open, but couldn't as Jimmy fastened the chain around my neck. 


"This is going to sound ridiculously corny, but, well.. -You've got the key to my heart Percy, you little 
bastard..." 


He spoke softly, his voice barely above a whisper as he lifted his eyes from his hands and looked up at me, 
almost shyly as he awaited a response. His dark, dark eyes peered out expectantly from underneath his dark, 
dark eyelashes, just waiting for some sign of appreciation 

Wonderful, darling Pagey.. 

| can't believe you remembered." 

| couldn't say anything else; too surprised by his actions, too ashamed at myself for being able to believe that 
he could forget something that evidently meant so much to both of us. He just smiled at me, obviously 


knowing every thought that was running through my mind. 


Then all of a sudden, our lips were crushed together and | was sprawled flat on the sofa, locks of his raven 


hair falling in my eyes as we kissed passionately. | revelled in the familiarity of this situation, my hands tangled 
in his hair, my heart pounding in my chest, the way his lips travelled across my neck. | never wanted things to 
change, never, ever wanted to wake up and not feel his face buried in my hair or hear his gentle snoring 


before | rolled him over onto his back. 
"What are you thinking about?" 


He had pulled back to prop himself up on his elbows so that he was hovering above me, looking down into my 
face with those gorgeous eyes of his. A tiny smile played across his lips, suggesting just a hint of satisfaction 


"Ah, nothing... Just thinking about you," | smiled. 


He laughed, a wonderful throaty laugh, tossing his head back and momentarily flicking the hair out of his eyes, 
letting me glance at their full brightness. Rather short-lived, really- it always just fell back again 


"Aw... How soppy...” 
"Oh, shut up! You can hardly talk, Mr ‘Here's the key to my heart!" 


He blushed lightly, looking a little embarrassed before he leant down to peck my lips lovingly. He gazed at me 
for a moment, looking as though he wanted to say something, but instead squeezed in next to me on his side, 
spooning me and folding his arms about me, pulling my body in closer to his. We lay there in a comfortable 


silence for a moment, until | tried to pull away, only to be stopped by him. 

"No... Let's just stay here a little while.” 

| hesitated before giving in and letting myself relax against him once more. It was all far too idyllic for me, 
everything was just too perfect. Surely nothing could be this good and last. His face nuzzled into the back of 
my neck, kissing me gently. 


“Stop thinking. You think too much." 


| chuckled to myself, twisting my head back a little to try and kiss him, rather unsuccessfully. | could feel him 
grin into the back of my neck, before he pulled me over to face him, pressing his lips against mine, our legs 
entwining, arms pulling me closer to him. | heard a soft ‘| love you' being murmured into my shoulder when we 


pulled apart, and looked down to see his eyes closed in gentle satisfaction. 


Perhaps it could be perfect, just for now. 


